THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

From that moment they talked no more and looked on each other
as enemies.

At last, about a quarter to four, a little man with a pointed beard,
who was secretary to the Academy, appeared at the door and everyone
crowded round him. In a harsh, barely intelligible voice he gave the
results of the first ballot. Professor Lartois came first with fourteen
votes; then, very close behind, Baron Pingaud with twelve; the poet
^ Arthus Blondel received four votes out of thirty.

Simon rushed off to a little bar in the Rue Mazarine to telephone,
followed by young Pingaud, who ran less fast; the tip of his nose was
pale with emotion.

All this time fimile Lartois had been waiting in his study in the
Avenue d'lena; unable to keep still or concentrate his attention, he
constantly moved from one chair to another and from his bookshelves
to his desk.

"I've drunk too much coffee," he said to himself. "I should not have
drunk coffee today. Anyhow, Martha makes it much too strong. I've
told her twenty times if I've told her once. Whatever one may say,
living alone is melancholy. The cook, the secretary; the secretary, the
cook; that's all my household consists of. In the normal way Pingaud
ought to have no more than nine votes and I ought to be elected the
first time. When will the installation take place? June, I suppose. A
brief eulogy of Daumieres, for really I owe him nothing. And since he
had no time to take his seat, I shall make an immediate transition:
'This eminent writer of prose, this sensitive spirit whom you have
done me the honour, gentlemen, of electing me to succeed, would have
been more worthy than I to analyse the work of the great poet. ..'
And I shall immediately pass to La Monnerie. Roughly, like this ... ' I
see him once again, gentlemen, lying on that bed where in friendship I
attended him up to the last moment of his life ,..' "

At this moment the telephone rang. Lartois rushed to it, shaking
out the twisted flex with a nervous gesture.

*eHullo! Is that you, Simon?" he cried. "How many? Fourteen!
And Baron Pingaud twelve! It's thought they'll take the vote three
times? ... No, my dear chap, no, it's not as good as all that! ... Yes,
I know it's very kind of you, but what's going to happen to the vptes
Blondel controls; who are they going to be given to? My opponents
will most certainly try to recapture them; you can be sure of that. And
I've got some promised that will fail me, afraid of seeing me head the
list. It would almost have been better if I'd been second, I assure
you ... Yes, that's it, go back there!"

He hung up the receiver and put his hands to his forehead.

"Ah," he thought, "Barrere was right. Pingaud's candidature coming
at the last moment like that was a nasty blow. The left wing know
what they're doing; they select a Baron, it's clever of them! I shall
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